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brent with thought, pondered how best to gain revenge upon the traitors ; while Kunti, Mother Kunti, forgetful of all, save that her son was dead, wept scalding tears.
So the dawn broke, bringing joy instead of grief ; for, stout as ever, in strode Bhima, dripping wet from head to foot. And he had a marvellous tale to tell of how he sank unconscious to the very bottom of the river where, thinking him dead, the river snakes had begun to eat him. And, at the first bite, their poison had proved an antidote to the narcotic he had swallowed, so that he sate up as if from sleep, and they, terror-stricken, had fled. After which mermaidens had appeared and taken him to their caves saying it was the orders of the River Goddess, and thence, regaled by unthinkably delicious foods and drinks, he had been escorted to the river bank, whence he had walked home, unseen.
Then Yudistra clapped his hands and said : " So shall it be. In silence is great gain, since the culprits will live ever in fear of disclosure. Let us say nothing, and act as if naught had happened."
And to this the brothers and Mother Kunti agreed. So when the time came for the morning assembly at which all the nobles of the Court appeared to pay homage to the King, the five Panda va Princes walked in as ever and saluted their cousins gaily. And they, turning pale, looked as though Bhima was a ghost; but he standing fair and square with brawny arms a-kimbo, laughed loud and long.
" Thanks, kind cousins, " said he, " for the most marvellous entertainment given us last night. But what I enjoyed most was my dip in the river ! Lo ! it hath strengthened my muscles so that I

